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EDITORIAL/* 


sa&t 

OBEDIENCE. 

It  has  long1  been  said  that  one  should  be  obedient  to  his  parents.  This  is 
very  true,  because  one’s  parents  usually  know  better  what  is  best  for  him 
than  he  does.  Many  times,  a young-  boy  or  girl  has  been  involved  in  danger- 
ous situations  through  mere  disobedience.  How  bitterly  he  regretted  that  he 
did  not  do  as  his  father  had  advised  him! 

In  the  question  of  obedience  also  comes  the  subject  of  obedience  to  one’s  ' 
superior.  This  applies  to  students.  Their  teachers  are  their  superiors  and, 
therefore,  should  be  respected  by  the  students.  Too  many  students  hold  their 
teachers’  advice  in  contempt.  If  they  could  only  be  made  to  understand  that 
their  teachers  do  what  they  do  for  the  good  of  the  students  in  their  classes! 
Your  teacher  may  speak  harshly  to  you  or  make  you  stay  after  school  to  do 
your  work.  For  this,  you  think  that  you  dislike  him;  but  stop!  Did  he  not 
make  you  do  your  work  to  help  you  prepare  for  your  regents’  examination? 
Just  think  that  over  when  you  think  that  you  hate  your  teachers. 

Under  this  head  also  comes  the  obedience  of  the  members  of  an  organiza- 
tion to  its  president,  the  obedience  of  the  members  of  a literary  staff  to  its 
head.  If  the  president  of  your  class  asks  you  to  keep  order  in  the  meetings, 
do  you  think  that  it  is  fair  to  behave  as  badly  as  possible?  It  is  evident 
that  some  people  do  think  this  very  thing. 

Just  try  being  obedient  to  your  parents,  teachers  and  the  president  of 
your  class.  Everyone  will  respect  you  more. 


WASHINGTON. 

As  you  all  know,  the  Seniors  enjoyed  a very  pleasant  Easter  vacation  at 
Washington,  D.  C.  I thing  that  we  never  saw  so  many  beautiful  buildings. 
Washington  is  just  full  of  beautiful,  stone  buildings.  The  class  visited  most 
of  these. 

Sunday  afternoon,  we  visited  Arlington  cemetery  and  had  our  picture 
taken  on  the  steps  of  the  amphitheater.  This  was  much  more  beautiful  than 
any  other  cemetery  we  had  ever  seen. 

Monday  morning,  we  were  taken  on  a tour  through  the  capitol.  This  is 
an  exceptionally  beautiful  building,  both  inside  and  outside.  The  view  from 
one  of  the  balconies  was  lovely.  Nearly  the  whole  city  could  be  seen.  In  the 
afternoon,  Mr.  Hocmer  took  us  to  Mount  Vernon,  the  home  of  George  Wash- 
ington. The  trip  on  the  boat  did  not,  as  is  saidl,  “leave  nothing  to  be  de- 
sired.” We  were  crowded  in  that  boat  like  sardines  in  a can.  I can’t  imag- 
ine how  we  all  arrived  there  alive;  but  the  trip  back  to  Washington  was 
worse  yet.  At  Mount  Vernon  we  were  taken  through  the  house  and  gardens. 
They  were  lovely.  Washington  was  lucky  to  have  had1  such  a beautiful  home 
in  such  an  ideal  location,  overlooking  the  Potomac  river. 

Tuesday  morning  was  a most  thrilling  one  for  m-ost  of  us.  First  we  saw 
the  Pan-American  building,  built  after  the  old  Spanish  style,  then  the  Cor- 
coran Art  Gallery  and  then — that  was  the  thrill.  We  went  through  the  White 
House  and  shook  hands  with  President  Coolidge.  He  looked  very  much  as  he 
does  in  his  pictures,  but  very  tired.  After  this,  everything  else  seemed  “dead.” 

Later  we  saw  the  Bureau  of  Printing  and1  Engraving,  the  new  National 
Museum,  the  Zoo,  the  Monastery  and  the  Washington  monument.  After  this 
exciting  week,  we  returned  home  Saturday,  tired  but  happy. 
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Last  month  I improved  considerably  in  my  standings.  I received  a mark 
of  100  (sixty  in  Latin  and  forty  in  algrebra).  The  other  day  I heard  two 
wits  talking.  The  first  said,  “A  man  without  legs  ran  for  office.”  Second 
wit,  ‘‘Did  he  get  e-leg-ted.” 

Pat  McGinty,  recently  arrived  from  the  old  country,  had  been  well  in- 
structed by  me  as  to  the  mode  of  procedure  in  the  event  of  fire.  While  the 
other  citizens  went  to  fight  the  blaze,  he  should  stay  on  the  sidewalk  and 
wait  till  all  the  engines  had  gone  by.  The  first  fire  he  experienced  Pat  waited 
on  the  sidewalk  while  the  engines  passed,  and  then  sauntered  out  into  the 
street.  Just  then  the  hook  and  ladder  company  rushed  past,  knocking  Pat 
down.  Several  days  later,  when  I viewed  Pat  with  his  head  done  up  and  his 
arm  in  a plaster  cast,  I severely  reprimanded  him  for  not  waiting  till  the*  hook 
and  ladder  company  had  passed.  ‘‘Hook  and  ladder  company?  Why,  you’re 
mistaken.  What  knocked  me  down  was  a cartload  of  drunken  painters.” 


I suppose  every  one  has  been  to  see  “'The  Courship  of  Miles  Standish” 
(We  all  like)  these  educational  pictures).  Here  is  a modern  version  of  that 
interesting  tale: 

THE  COURTSHIP  OF  MILES  STANDISH 
(Twentieth  Century  Edition) 

Scene:  The  veranda  of  a Cape  Cod  hotel.  Priscilla  sits  on  the  railing 
smoking  a cigarette.  She  is  dressed  in  a one-piece  bathing  suit  and  her  hair 
is  bobbed  and  waved.  Enter  John  Alden. 

Priscilla:  “Hello,  Johnny!  Whaddya  know?” 

John:  “Ain’t  tellin’,  kid.  Want  a word  with  you,  that’s  all!” 

Priscilla:  “Shoot,  honey,  I’m  a sweet  target!” 

John:  “Well,  you  see,  it’s  like  this,  Pris:  I just  been  talkin’  with  Miles 
Standish.  You  know,  he  ain’t  such  a bad  skate.” 

Priscilla:  “Uh-hah! 

John:  “He’s  grot  an  awful  lot  of  jack.  I seen  him  cashin’  a check  for  a 
thousand  beans  yesterday. 

Priscilla:  “Yeh?” 

John:  “I  hear  he’s  got  a summer  home  and  a limousine.  Some  class, 
what?” 

Priscilla:  “Oh,  I dunno.” 

John:  “All  the  girls  around  this  dump  has  gone  cuckoo  over  him.  Valen- 
tino couldn’t  get  a job  shining  shoes  if  that  baby  was  around.  And  he’s  the 
swellest  dancer!” 

Priscilla:  “Well,  what’s  all  this  to  me?  You  tryin’  to  get  me  to  trail 
along  with  that  has-been?  You  want  he  should  be  my  sweet  daddy?  Not 
while  I got  my  strength!” 

John:  “You  could  do  worse,  kid.” 

Priscilla:  “Be  yourself,  boy!  I ain’t  gonna  run  no  old  soldiers'  home  at 
my  time  of  life.  No,  Johnny,  your  boy  friend  may  be  the  crab’s  curls,  but 
when  I want  an  antique  I’m  gonna  pick  on  King  Tut.” 
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THE  OWL’S  TOW ER — (Continued) 

John:  “Well,  I gotta  be  goin’.  I done  all  I can,  but  I see  it  ain't  no  use. 
So  long,  Pris;  don’t  grab  no  rubber  dimes!” 

Priscilla  (quickly):  “What’s  the  rush,  John?  You  ain’t  working  for  no- 
body.” 

John:  “I  know,  but  I gotta  check.  Pippip,  sweet  one!” 

Priscilla:  “Just  a minute,  John!” 

John:  “What?” 

Priscilla:  “Why  doncha  put  in  a good  word  for  yourself,  kid?” 

John:  “Whaddya  mean?  You  mean  you  like  my  style?  Say  it  quick, 
cuteness!” 

Priscilla:  “Don’t  mean  nothin’  but!  You’re  a whiz!  Be  brave  and  kiss 
me!” 

John  (embracing  her):  “Hot  dog-”  (Curtain). 


A LETTER  REQUESTING  INFORMATION. 


Dear  Porky: 

Your  case  is  quite  similar  to  that  of  a great  many  youths  here,  and,  in- 
deed, the  remedy  is  quite  simple.  Follow  closely  directions  below: 

You  see  a beautiful  girl  walking  down  the  street. 

She,  of  course,  is  feminine. 

If  she  is  singular,  you  are  nominative. 

You  walk  across  to  her,  changing  to  verbal. 


And  then,  become  dative. 


If  she  is  not  objective,  you  become  plural. 

You  walk  home  together. 

Her  mother  is  accusative;  then  you  become  imperative. 
You  walk  in  and  sit  down. 

Her  little  brother  is  an  indefinite  article. 

You  talk  of  the  future. 

She  changes  to  the  object. 

Her  father  is  present. 

Things  become  tense  and  you  become  a past  participle. 


Sincerely  yours. 


KING  TUT, 

■ — Lockport  Forum  Exchange. 


QUESTIONS  EVERY  CHILD  SHOULD  KNOW. 

Question — Why  do  they  say  cleanliness  is  next  to  godliness? 

Answer — Because  Saturday  is  next  to  Sunday. 

Question — Why  do  I call  my  horse  Napoleon? 

Answer — Because  of  his  bony  parts. 

Question — What  is  an  Indian  club? 

Answer — A society  of  the  reds. 

Question — Who  was  Pan? 

Answer — The  god  of  kitchen  utensils. 

Question — Where  does  an  ash  tree  grow? 

Answer — In  a garbage  lot. 

Question — What  makes  flappers  so  giddy? 

Answer — The  whirl  of  society. 

After  all  these  bits  of  information  are  fully  digested  a brief  literary  and 
grammar  lesson  will  not  be  superfluous. 


Minnie  Moon,  ’38. 
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There  is  Dirty  Work  at  the  Cross-Roads  Tonight 

In  my  office  I sat,  in  thought  enwrapped, 

The  last  of  my  patients  gone; 

’Twas  late  at  night,  but  my  office  light 
Kept  burning  on  and  on. 


As  I mused  in  my  chair,  in  the  druggist  air, 

And  my  head  drooped  o’er  my  chest, 

I felt  the  premonition,  of  a certain  grim  addition 
T.o  the  calm  of  my  midnight  rest. 

A stumbling  outside,  and  my  door  opened  wide, 

Then  there  wavered  in  to  me 

A man  as  truly  haggard,  and  mad-eyed  as  he  staggered. 
As  one  could  wake  to  see. 

In  a flash  to  my  feet,  I sprang  for  a seat, 

Then  I steered  him  gently  down, 

And1  I poured  some  rum,  for  the  ailing  bum, 

Some  bonded  rum  from  town. 


Then  he  got  his  breath,  though  the  look  of  death 
Still  dug  to  the  whites  of  his  eyes, 

And  wiped  his  lips,  and  the  sag  left  his  hips. 

When  he  made  as  if  to  rise. 

But  back  he  sagged,  while  the  seconds  dragged. 

Then  lurched  to  my  swivel-chair, 

And  hoarsely  he  whispered,  some  news  that  blistered. 
To  me  a-sitting  there. 

“O  Doc,  come  quick,  it’s  a-gettin’  thick,” 

“Big  breakers  ahead,”  said  the  wight, 

“There’s  dirty  work,  right  dirty  work, 

“At  the  cross-roads  four  tonight.” 

With  a gun  in  my  mit,  and  surgeon’s  kit, 

I hissed  “Let’s  go  for  a ride.” 

Then  dragged  my  guest,  by  his  ragged  vest 
To  my  grey-hound  car  outside. 

Then  on  through  the  night,  through  the  phosphor  light 
Of  a winter’s  moon  we  sped, 

And  wild-eyed  Jake,  carressed  the  brake. 

And  moaned  for  his  humble  bed. 

And  I threw  out  the  clutch,  and  opened  her  much. 
While  he  whimpered  and  slobbered  to  me, 

“O  there’s  dirty  work,  apast  the  kirk,” 

“What  a sickenin’  sight  there’s  be.” 
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“O  there’s  dirty  work,  and  a gleamin'  dirk,” 

“Out  there,  this  bloody  night,” 

“But  there’s  a fiend  at  the  wheel,”  and  he  let  out  a squeal, 
“We  never’ll  reach  it,  I see.” 

“O-  there’s  dirty  work,  beyond  the  kirk,” 

“At  the  cross-roads  this  night,  I’m  told;” 

These  words  kept  singing,  and  merrily  ringing 
In  thd  ears  of  a surgeon  bold. 

And  the  wretch  at  my  side,  his  eyes  terror-wide, 

Did  grovel  and  plead  with  me, 

“If  there’s  dirty  work  nigh,  out  there,”  saidi  I, 

“I’ll  see  to  it,  my  friend,  I’ll  see.” 

As  I patted  my  gun,  I made  a run, 

The  talk  of  the  countryside, 

To  a bandit  lair,  near  the  cross-roads  square, 

That  lay  in  a valley  wide. 

At  last  I could  see,  through  the  mist  of  the  lea, 

Through  the  moon-fog  veil  ahead, 

The  gaunt  and  naked  sign,  above  the  highway  line, 

That  marked  the  cross-roads’  bed. 

So  I jammed  the  brake,  and  shook  out  Jake, 

Andi  biffed  him  back  to  life. 

And  with  oathes  that  nipped,  I roughly  slipped 
To  his  hand  a wicked  knife. 

For  half  a mile,  disputing  the  while, 

We  pressed  a rapid  way; 

And  I gave  him  the  goad,  along  the  road, 

To  the  scene  of  the  cross-roads  fray. 

I tested  my  dirk,  as  we  passed  the  kirk, 

That  high  by  the  cross-roads  lay, 

And  I muttered  a curse,  and  visioned  a hearse, 

In  my  vicious  mood  to  slay. 

A tiny  breeze,  and  a clump  of  trees, 

That  made  the  highway  dark, 

And  ignorant  Jake,  began  to  quake, 

And  his  face  went  gray  and  stark. 

“You  fool,”  said  I,  “there’s  dirty  work,  in  all  this  murk,” 
“At  the  cross-roads  four,  this  night;” 

“A  ravaging  squad,  of  knaves  are  abroad” 

“Neath  the  drifting  moon’s  soft  light.” 

“If  there’s  dirty  work,  beyond  that  kirk,” 

“In  the  plans  of  a devilish  crew,” 

“At  the  cross-roads  tonight, — and  virtue’s  a-plight,” 

“Why,  we’ve  got  to  see  this  through.” 

And  I heard  Jake  mutter,  in  an  uncouth  stutter, 

“The  plans  of  a devilish  crew ,” 

“If  there’s  dirty  work,  at  the  corners  tonight,” 

“Why  there’s  work  for  us  there,  too.” 

And  there  he  stood,  like  a block  of  wood, 

While  his  features  writhed  in  pain. 

When  changed  in  a flash,  by  fury’s  lash, 

He  took  to  the  road  again. 
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There  was  dirty  work,  and  a devil’s  smirk 
To  spur  it  on,  that  night, 

With  a closed  sedan,  and  a clutching  hand, 

That  seemed  to  jerk,  and  jerk. 

Then  we  saw  some  figures  huddle,  in  a blurring  tragic  muddle, 
Around  the  cross-roads  post, 

And  we  heard  a woman  scream,  as  if  some  eerie  dream 
Had  raised  a frightful  ghost. 

Confusion  of  kicks  and  blows,  and  a turning  up  of  toes, 

Then  ill  portending  sighs, 

And  several  big  louts,  with  heavy  clouts, 

And  cloths  tied  o’er  their  eyes. 

The  moon-fog  blue,  quite  crimson  grew, 

To  me  as  I pulled,  and  fired, 

A pill  of  hot  lead,  through  a churlish  head, 

And  the  scurrilous  rogue  expired. 

Then  feverish  Jake,  the  ragged  rake, 

Let  loose  with  a demon  yell, 

And  his  long  clean  knife,  dispatched  a foul  life, 

And  sliced  it  straight  to  Hell. 

Then  he  drew  a hissing  arc,  through  the  moist  half-dark, 

And  a hairy  thug,  with  a bearded  mug. 

Thrashed  out  with  his  arm,  in  his  quick  alarm, 

But  he  died  as  he  forward  fell. 

The  skull  of  another,  in  this  crime  a brother, 

I crushed  with  the  heel  of  my  gun; 

“If  there’s1  dirty  work, — ” I swore  at  the  Turk, 

“I’ll  do  it,  not  you,  my  son,’’ 

There  Avas  one  more  ruffian,  an  especially  tough  one, 

Who  put  up  a daring  fight; 

He  hit  me  a hummock,  then  ripped  at  my  stomach; 

But  he  missed  in  the  moon’s  dim  light. 

Then  Jake  made  a stab,  with  a carving  jab, 

And  the  foe  made  a run — , ’twas  dirty  work, 

When  I up  with  my  gat,  a flash  and  a spat, 

And  he  dropped'  in  front  of  the  kirk. 

Then  I wrung  the  blood,  in  a ruby  flood 
Prom  my  clothes  to  the  frosty  ground, 

And  I said  to  Jake,  “let  us  two  take 
A thorough  look  around.’’ 

With  a friendly  oath,  he  growled  “I’m  loath 
“To  leave  these  cross-roads  four,” 

“The  victims  lyin’  there,  in  the  chilly  evenin’  air,” 

“In  need  of  succor  sore.” 

I reached  for  my  kit,  and  opened  it 
For  an  aid!  to  the  cross-roads  prey, 

Then  we  hunted  high,  and  we  hunted  low, 

But  gone,  quite  gone,  were  they! 

Then  I scratched  my  head;  had  my  senses  sped? 

(This  affair  Avas  becoming  weird,) 

When  I felt  a perturbation,  a clammy  consternation, 

For  Jake  has  disappeared! 
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And  where  were  the  dead,  the  wolfish  dead, 

And  the  car  left  standing-  there, 

As  I stood  alone,  in  the  blue-gray  zone. 

Of  the  bloody,  moon-soaked  square? 

Then  the  moon  withdrew,  its  pearly  hue 
For  yellow,  more  and  more. 

And  it  seemed1  to  drop,  and  make  a stop 
Close-on  the  cross-roads  four. 

And  the  sky  off-threw,  it’s  chasm  blue, 

And  shrank  to  the  cross-roads  four, 

While  the  late  frost  gathered,  and  quickly  slathered 
My  form  with  crystals  hoar. 

Then  a filament  glare,  and  the  legs  of  a chair 
Slid  into  the  cross-roads  scene. 

As  I lay  asprawl,  and  saw  a wall, 

And  somes  shelves,  with  drugs  between. 

But  a thought  unmanned  me.  my  conscience  damned  me, 

As  I rose,  and  looked  around, 

What  if  some  dirty  work,  HAD  spilled  at  the  Kirk, 

While  I sat  sleeping  sound! 

— Anon. 


Orders  and  Duty  in  Conflict 

“Here,  Sam,”  commanded  Captain  Wentworth,  “I  want  you  to  carry  this 
message  to  the  Commanding  Officer  at  Fort  Campbell.  The  message  is 
very  important  and  must  be  rushed  over  at  once.  Let  nothing  stop  you — 
Indians,  rapids  or  any  other  danger.”  This  command  of  Captain  Wentworth’s 
was  given  in  a terse  voice  as  if  the  lives  of  many  depended  upon  its  being 
delivered  in  the  shortest  possible  time. 

Sam  Downs  doffed  his  cap  and  in  ten  minutes  was  speeding  through  the 
gate  of  the  fort  and  across  the  fields,  won  from  Mother  Nature  by  the  hard 
work  of  the  settlers,  and  into  the  outskirts  of  the  forest.  The  late  afternoon 
sun  was  tinting  the  sky  with  rosy  colors,  and  Sam  knew  there  was  danger  on 
every  hand,  but  as  he  must  ride  at  least  ten  miles  before  complete  darkness 
set  in,  he  spurred  his  horse  to  its  fastest  pace. 

About  ten  miles  were  covered  as  the  stars  began  to  appear  in  the 
heavens  and  Sam  decided  that  it  was  time  for  both  himself  and  his  horse  to 
rest  by  a small  stream  for  a short  time,  and  then  proceed  more  slowly  and 
with  greater  caution  into  the  forest. 

By  the  position  of  the  stars  Sam  calculated  that  it  was  nearly  ten 
o’clock  when  he  came  to  the  head  waters  of  one  of  the  small  rivers  of  New 
York  State.  He  slowly  followed  the  course  of  the  stream  for  a mile  or  more 
and  just  as  he  passed  the  rapids  and  turned  again  into  the  forest,  the  glare 
from  a huge  camp  fire  met  his  eyes.  Around  this  fire  a hundred  or  more 
naked  savages  in  all  their  war  paint  were  dancing  their  war  dance  with 
fiendish  glee.  A tall  savage,  evidently  the  chief,  stuck  his  tomahawk  into  a 
tree  near  by  and  shouted  in  his  native  tongue,  with  which  Sam  was  slightly 
acquainted,  “Tonight  Fort  Libby  shall  be  in  ashes.” 

Sam  calmed  his  frightened  horse  and  tried  to  decide  what  course  to 
follow.  He  was  still  many  miles  from  Fort  Campbell  which  he  was  supposed 
to  reach  before  dawn  with  an  important  message,  and  nothing  should  deter 
him  from  carrying  out  the  explicit  orders  of  his  Commanding  Officer,  but 
still  Fort  Libby  was  to  be  attacked  and  spies  sent  out  from  Fort  Libby  cer- 
tainly had  not  discovered  the  plan  of  the  Indians.  What  was  he  to  do? 
Fort  Campbell  was  in  danger  but  it  surely  was  not  in  more  danger  than  Fort 
Libby.  After  a few  minutes  of  deliberation  gam,  wheeled  his  horse  and 
started  with  his  face  set  toward  Fort  Libby. 
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As  Indians  generally  attack  just  before  daylight,  Sam  had  to  travel  as 
fast  as  possible  in  order  to  warn  the  settlers  living  near  the  fort.  Tired  and 
dusty  Sam  raced  through  the'  gate  of  the  fort  as  the  night  watchman  was 
being  relieved.  He  went  immediately  to  Captain  Wentworth.  After  Sam’s 
recital,  Captain  Wentworth  agreed  that  Sam  had  done  the  right  thing  in 
not  carrying  out  his  orders  since  the  war  party  now  making  its  way  toward 
Fort  Libby,  was  in  all  probability  the  same  war  party  that  was  expected 
to  attack  Fort  Campbell. 

Soon  settlers  were  seen  hurrying  into  the  fort  and  the  ponderous  gate 
was  closed  and  securely  barred.  The  soldiers  got  their  muskets  in  order  and 
the  Captain  stationed  the  men  in  different  parts  of  the  fort. 

The  attack  came  at  sunrise  but  on  account  of  the  preparedness  of  the 
fort  it  did  not  go  to  ashes  that  night  as  the  murderous  Indian  Chief  had 
predicted. 

E.  B.  Y.,  ’25. 


The  Last  Penny  Supper 

The  last  penny  supper  was  in  full  swing.  The  front  door  swung  open  and 
closed  at  frequent  intervals,  admitting  guests  who,  after  a trip  down  the 
lane  of  food-stuffs,  duly  paid  tribute  to  the  cashier.  The  waiters,  by  this 
time  well  versed  in  the  art  of  balancing  a tray,  swung  merrily  through  the 
maze  of  tables,  depositing  their  wares — coffee,  tea  and  cream.  These  expert 
tray-balancers  were  usually  also  expert  in  pouring  coffee,  but  there  was  one 
exception,  and  this  exception  succeeded  magnificently  in  depositing  his  coffee 
upon  a chair — but  with  the  wrong  side  up.  And  in  the  kitchen,  last  but  not 
least,  dishes  swung  methodically  from  a table  into  the  dishpan,  whence  they 
emerged  brilliant  in  their  cleanliness. 

As  the  evening  wore  on,  it  became  evident  that  the  supper,  although  in 
full  swing,  was  not  going  to  swing  far  enough.  There  was  an  over-abund- 
ance of  food,  and  a paucity  of  money.  This  slackness,  while  reducing  the 
returns,  also  lost  profits  for  us  for  another  reason.  When  the  waiters,  dish- 
washers, etc.,  were  not  kept  busy,  they  attacked  the  ice  cream.  Jack,  a dark- 
haired, light-built  fellow  with  deep-set  eyes,  noticed  this  and  mentioned  it 
to  me.  “That  ice-cream  won’t  last  long  at  this  rate,”  I remarked,  “there  are 
only  two  brick  left.”  Jack’s  eyes  shone,  and  his  lips  spread  out  into  a 
smile.  “Come  on  with  me,”  he  said,  and  led  the  way  to  the  side  door  where 
the  cream  was  located.  It  was  only  a minute’s  work  to  remove  a brick  and 
bury  it  under  a pile  of  ice,  and  camouflage  it  with  old  papers. 

We  returned  to  the  dining  rooms,  well  pleased  with  our  minute’s  work. 
“When  most  of  them  have  gone  home  we’ll  spring  this  surprise,”  he  remarked. 
But  the  next  time  I went  to  the  kitchen  I was  due  to  be  startled.  Big,  good- 
natured  Joe  was  talking.  “Yeah,  I found  another  brick  out  there.”  I dropped 
the  tray  of  dishes  I was  carrying,  and  ran  to  see  if  our  cache  had  been  dis- 
covered. But  everything  was  safe,  and  the  supper  proceeded  normally. 

Eight  o’clock  approached,  and  the  ranks  of  the  workers  began  to  grow 
thin.  Jack,  upon  seeing  me  consume  a piece  of  cake,  winked  and  said,  “Be 
careful,  don’t  fill  up  on  cake!”  “Hmm,”  said  one  of  the  two  remaining  girls, 
“What’s  the  secret,  Jack?”  He  tried  to  evade  banteringly,  but  the  cat  was 
out  of  the  bag;  although  they  didn’t  know  what  the  secret  was,  they  knew  it 
was  something,  and  they  delayed  departing.  At  this,  Jack  took  up  two 
pieces  of  cake  and  tendered  them  to  the  girls,  saying,  “Sweets  to  the  sweet; 
farewell!”  with  emphasis  on  the  last  word,  but  they  refused  to  take  the  hint. 

Meanwhile,  the  cleaning-up  progressed,  and  the  unsold  food  was  piled 
high  on  the  kitchen  table.  “Too  bad  to  throw  all  of  this  food  away,”  said 
one  of  the  matrons.  “Send  it  to  the  Salvation  Army,”  I volunteered.  No 
sooner  said  than  done.  She  piled  it  upon  a tray,  while  I went  after  my  cap. 
When  I returned,  I was  greeted  by  the  sight  of  a tray  piled  three  stories  high 
with  plates  of  food.  I took  one  look  at  it,  then  glanced  toward  her  and 
said,  “You’ll  need  a juggler  to  carry  that!”  “All  right,”  she  acquieced.  “One 
of  the  girls  will  help  you.  Here,  Anna,  come  take  some  of  this  stuff.”  We 
threw  paper  napkins  over  it  and  set  out,  but  the  napkins  were  rendered  futile 
by  the  wind,  and  we  bucked  traffic  on  James  Street  at  the  busiest  time  of 
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Saturday  night,  looking  like  a traveling  restaurant.  We  at  length  reached 
our  destination  and  rested  our  burdens  while  awaiting  an  answer  to  our  ring. 

Just  at  that  moment  a big  tall  policeman  came  down  the  street.  He 
centered  all  his  attention  upon  Anna.  “What’s  the  matter,  can’t  you  get  in 
there?”  he  asked.  Anna  was  quite  unprepared  for  such  a sally,  and  gazed 
helplessly  at  the  policeman.  Although  the  question  was  obviously  addressed 
to  her,  I felt  constrained  to  reply,  “We  rang,  and  I guess  here  comes  someone 
to  answer.”  Sure  enough.  Anna,  completely  demoralized,  rushed  in  first,  and 
I followed  more  quietly,  due  to  the  greater  instability  of  my  load.  We  un- 
loaded, and  with  our  pots  and  plates,  again  went  back  James  Street.  Thus 
ended  a very  ludicrous  promenade. 

When  we  got  back,  I made  a dash  for  the  occulted  ice  cream,  feeling  the 
secret  had  been  kept  long  enough.  But  great  was  my  distress  to  find  it  gone! 
I ran  up  the  side  door  steps,  but  found  the  door  locked.  The  noise  brought 
Jack.  By  the  smile  on  his  face  I knew  that  my  fears  were  groundless.  “A 
fine  way  to  treat  a fellow!”  I started  in,  as  the  beginning  of  a lecture.  He 
waived  his  hand.  “Don’t  get  excited.  We  haven’t  eaten  it.”  I accepted 
this,  and  we  went  to  the  kitchen — to  be  sorely  disappointed  in  the  ice  cream. 
It  was  half  mush!  We  ate  what  we  could  of  it,  and  consigned  the  rest  to 
the  sink. 

Soon  afterward  we  all  departed  and  went  our  several  ways.  Our  last 
effort  to  earn  money  for  Washington  had  been  cleaned  and  tidied  up  after. 

T.  J.  D.,  ’25. 


An  Amusing  Mistake  and  Its  Results 

It  was  four  o’clock  of  a sunshiny  Spring  afternoon  and  the  bright  streets 
of  Lexicon  City  were  crammed  with  high  school  boys  and  girls  most  of  whom 
were  eating  or  about  to  eat.  Everywhere  one  noticed  a prevalence  of  cream 
puffs,  yellow  cream  puffs,  brown  cream  puffs,  and  fat  gooey  cream  puffs  all 
about  to  disappear  down  hungry,  young  throats. 

The  largest,  richest  cream  puff  of  all  was  in  the  hands  of  a Senior  girl 
who  was  slowly  walking  down  Main  Street.  This  Senior  was  not  stout.  She 
was  fat.  Her  pink  cheeks  popped  out  on  either  side  of  her  face  like  small 
balloons  but  her  eyes  were  large  and  clear  and  her  white  teeth  signaled  cheer 
to  every  passerby. 

Certainly  Ruth  Pufman  or  “Puffy”  was  a popular  girl.  Everyone  loved 
her  and  everyone  fed  her  cream  puffs.  On  this  night  when  she  went  home 
she  went  straight  to  her  room  to  remove  the  coating  of  cream  from  her 
fingers  and  as  she  dried  her  hands,  noticed  three  large  boxes  on  her  bed, 
addressed  to  her.  She  hastily  opened  the  boxes  and  took  out  the  most 
beautiful  assortment  of  dresses  and  accessories  that  she  had  ever  seen. 
There  was  a misty  grey  tulle  evening  gown  of  such  a slimness  that  she  could 
hardly  have  got  it  on  her  arm,  a crimson  sport  dress  like  an  extremely  thin 
flame.  There  were  a myriad  dresses  but  they  were  all  most  evidently  de- 
signed for  a girl  of  the  bean-pole  variety. 

Puffy  gazed  at  the  dresses  aghast.  Who  could  have  been  so  cruel  as  to 
send  her  those  dresses?  Someone  must  be  punished  for  their  ironic  cruelty. 
Ho!  Puffy  had  it!  She  would  wear  the  dresses.  Who  would  smile  at  her 
then?  And  then  and  there  Puffy  commenced  her  campaign. 

A week  afterwards  people  began  to  take  notice.  A great  many  rumors 
disturbed  the  quiet  of  the  study  hall.  Some  had  it  that  Puffy  was  dying  of 
galloping  consumption  and  that  she  was  gallantly  working  at  her  studies 
until  the  end.  Others  insisted  that  Puffy  was  in  love  with  diminutive  Oscar 
Holding  and  had  been  flouted  by  him.  All  agreed,  however,  that  something 
had  happened  to  her.  Her  great  eyes  gazed  out  of  a rapidly  thinning  face. 
Her  form  was  seemingly  melting,  so  fast  did  the  excess  fat  disappear,  and 
her  old  garninish  smile  had  utterly  gone.  But  worst  of  all  Puffy  ate  no 
cream  puffs  and  what  was  the  use  of  saving  your  dimes  when  you  couldn’t 
spend  them  for  Puffy’s  cream  puffs?  Take  it  all  in  all  things  were  “in  a 
tarrable  way”  for  Lexicon  High  School. 
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But  everything  changed  in  a day,  as  things  have  a way  of  doing.  Puffy 
with  her  skin  hanging  in  wrinkles  appeared  at  school  in  a beautiful  crimson 
sport  dress.  The  result  was  pathetic  and  the  entire  school  laughed  not  with 
her,  but  at  her.  Puffy  wept.  Then  at  noon  she  received  a letter  from  the 
New  York  firm  from  whom  she  had  ordered  her  servicable  school  middy 
apologizing  for  confusing  her  order  with  another  client’s. 

That  afternoon  Puffy  ate  cream  puffs,  and  cream  puffs,  and  cream 
puffs,  and  everybody  smiled,  Puffy  included. 

F.  M. 
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SENIOR  NOTES 

After  months  of  endeavor  towards  raising  money  to  defray  the  expenses 
for  an  educational  trip  to  Washington,  D.  C.,  the  Senior  Class  is  well  pleased 
with  the  result  of  its  effort.  The  Treasurer’s  report  shows  that,  with  the 
amount  raised  by  the  class  there  is  only  needed  a per  capita  charge  of  $16.85. 
We  believe  this  to  be  the  smallest  amount  that  the  individual  students  have 
had  to  advance  towards  the  annual  trip  in  some  time. 

Since  the  last  issue  of  the  Owl  the  methods  employed  in  raising  funds 


and  the  amounts  realized  were  as  follows: 

Sales  on  commission  basis,  Robinson  & Cunningham,  March  7 $20.00 

Sales  on  commission  basis,  Wood  & Doty,  March  21 71.00 

A gift  from  the  firm  of  Carson  & Towner  of 15.00 


At  this  time  the  Senior  Class  wishes  to  express  its  appreciation  for 
assistance  given  by  the  above-named  merchants  and  others  who  have  so 
kindly  extended  assistance  to  them. 

On  the  night  of  March  20,  the  Senior  Class  gave  a play  at  the  Memorial 
Grammar  School,  entitled  “Kempy,”  from  which  $180.00  was  realized.  The  play 
was  an  unusual  success  not  only  from  a financial  standpoint  but  also 
developed  dramatic  ability  of  exceptional  merit.  The  music  furnished  by  the 
High  School  Orchestra,  and  dance  and  song  by  Chauncy  Reynolds  were 
special  features  of  the  evening’s  entertainment. 

Another  method  of  raising  money  which  has  netted  us  an  average  of 
$40.00  each  Saturday  for  some  weeks  past,  has  been  the  Penny  Suppers  held 
in  the  Baptist  Community  House.  For  this  privilege  we  are  most  grateful 
to  the  Baptist  Church. 

Our  President,  Harry  Legg,  has  been  confined  to  his  home  for  some  time 
past  with  illness  and  as  an  expression  of  sympathy  the  class  remembered 
him  with  a bouquet  of  flowers. 

A new  Athletic  Association  is  being  formed,  which,  it  is  hoped,  will 
include  practically  the  entire  school.  We  believe  that  this  new  organization 
will  be  the  means  of  bringing  greater  school  spirit  into  athletics. 


JUNIOR  NOTES 

The  class  has  been  very  busy  the  last  few  weeks  raising  money  so  that 
it  c^h  give  a play.  We  have  had  very  successful  food  sales,  and  rummage 
sales,  and  hope  to  have  a penny  supper,  sometime  in  the  future. 

After  the  Easter  vacation  the  class  will  sell  candy,  and  have  a motion 
picture  at  the  State  in  an  effort  to  raise  money. 

Since  the  first  round  of  rhetoricals  is  nearly  over,  the  cast  for  the  play 
will  soon  be  selected,  the  play  committee  is  composed  of:  Claire  Redfield, 
chairman;  Edward  Canfield,  Thelma  Jennings,  Eleanor  Faukner. 

The  boys’  basketball  team  lived  up  to  the  expectations  of  the  class 
members,  by  winning  the  game  with  the  Seniors  in  the  final  inter-class  game, 
the  score  was  26-0,  the  Juniors  are  now  Inter-class  champions.  This  is  quite 
an  honor,  since  for  the  two  years  preceding,  the  Freshman  team  carried  off 
the  honors.  It  is  our  earnest  hope  that  in  our  Senior  year,  the  team  will 
again  carry  off  the  honors. 
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Professor  Drenan  has  kindly  offered  to  direct  the  Junior  play  which  will 
probably  be  held  the  latter  part  of  May. 

The  Juniors  are  lacking  in  one  thing,  and  that  is — class  spirit.  Of  a 
total  of  approximately  110  Juniors,  only  62  are  active  members.  What  is  the 
matter  with  the  rest  of  you  Juniors?  At  a recent  meeting  of  the  class,  there 
were  not  enough  members  to  do  business.  Do  you  call  that  class  spirit?  One 
half  the  class  does  not  even  know  the  other  half.  “Come  to  class  meetings 
and  get  acquainted.” 


SOPHOMORE  NOTES 

When  the  call  for  baseball  and  track  candidates  sounded,  the  sophomores, 
as  in  football  and  basketball,  were  not  behind  and  several  members  of  the 
class  responded.  Those  who  did  and  those  who  did  not  try  for  baseball  or 
track  have  all  agreed  to  contribute  to  the  support  of  school  athletics  and  this, 
also  is  a sign  of  their  school  s'pirit. 

A number  of  the  Sophomores  have  succeeded  in  getting  on  the  Scholar- 
ship List  for  the  first  quarter  of  the  term.  Among  these  are  Hazel  Bennet, 
Douglas  McQueen,  Doris  Hayes,  Benjamin  Perrino  and  Bernard  Blake.  This  is 
a very  good  record  and  hope  that  it  will  be  kept  up  during  the  term. 

We  wish  success  to  all  who  are  trying  for  athletics  and  hope  to  see 
several  of  those  who  tried  for  the  teams  to  be  on  them.  Those  who  do  not 
succeed  can  best  show  their  spirit  by  helping  where  they  can  and  cheering 
the  team  along. 


ALUMNI  NOTES 


This  department  of  the  “Owl”  has  been  a failure  as  far  as  receiving  any 
information  is  concerned.  So  we  have  given  up  trying  to  get  any  and  will 
just  give  a list  of  those  whom  we  have  seen  home  from  college.  This  list  is, 
of  course,  no  where  near  complete  as  many  more  will  have  come  home  after 
this  list  has  been  turned  in  and  of  course  we  have  not  seen  all  of  those  who 
have  already  come.  The  following  are  a few  who  are  home  on  their  vacations: 


Elizabeth  Kirkwood 
W.  O.  Grover 
Anthony  Morreale 
Eleanor  Seeholzer 
James  Hunter 
Don  L.  Bates 


Dorothy  Seeholzer 
Eleanor  Hanford 
Mary  Woodward 
William  Embler 
Kathleen  Clark 
Joseph  Singer 
Harry  Travis 


Leonard  Collins 
Thomas  Cullinan 
Louise  Herman 
J.  Wesley  Conkling 
Martin  Rosenblum 
Claude  Marks 


WHO’S  WHO  IN  M.  H.  S. 

RUTH  LYMAN 

Everyone  knows  Ruth  Lyman,  the  editor  of  the  Owl.  It  is  no  easy  task 
to  hold  this  position.  The  student  body  of  the  school  does  not  realize  the 
amount  of  time  and  work  that  is  required  in  order  to  issue  a satisfactory 
number.  Ruth  deserves  very  much  credit  for  her  work  as  editor  of  our 
school  paper.  We  all  appreciate  it.  She  is  also  on  the  Epilogue  Staff. 

Ruth  has  considerable  dramatic  ability.  Because  of  this,  she  was  given  a 
part  in  the  Junior  play  last  year,  “A  Full  House,”  and  in  “Kempy”  recently 
given  by  Senior  Class.  In  the  role  of  a quick-tempered  and  impulsive  girl, 
she  was  very  successful.  You  know  Ruth  is  quick-tempered  anyway. 

Ruth  is  a member  of  the  Girls’  Athletic  Association  and  also  of  the  Girls’ 
Glee  Club.  Of  course,  she  is  a Senior  and  shows  her  spirit  by  taking  part 
in  all  class  activities. 

Ruth  went  out  for  basketball  last  fall.  She  played  as  a guard  on  the 
Senior  team  during  the  girls’  inter-class  games. 
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ROBERT  BROWN 

We  must  not  forget  the  business  manager  of  the  Owl.  Robert  Brown 
holds  that  position  now.  It  is  a great  responsibility  and  we  are  lucky  to 
have  “Bob”  there  to  manage  affairs.  He  is  also  assistant  business  manager 
of  the  Epilogue. 

Last  year  he  served  the  Junior  class  as  secretary.  He  was  also  in  the 
Junior  play.  This  year,  he  was  in  both  plays  presented  by  the  Senior  Class, 
“The  Amateur  Rehearsal”  and  “Kempy.”  “Pa”  certainly  had  his  troubles 
with  his  family. 

Robert  is  treasurer  of  the  Boys’  Glee  Club.  Which  office  do  you  prefer, 
Bob,  that  of  the  secretary,  of  the  treasury,  or  of  the  business  manager  of  our 
school  paper? 

Bob  is  a member  of  the  Hi-Y  and  of  the  Boys’  Athletic  Association. 

J.  H.,  ’25, 
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ATHLETIC  ASSOCIATION  REORGANIZED 

For  some  time  the  Boys’  Athletic  Association  had  been  declining  both 
financially  and  in  membership.  Attendance  at  the  meetings  had  “dropped  off” 
and  something  had  to  be  done  if  the  organization  was  to  continue  to  exist  in 
the  high  school.  Mr.  Hughes  the  athletic  coach,  came  to  the  rescue  at  this 
stage  of  the  game  and  through  his  efforts  the  Association  has  been  reorgan- 
ized. 

He  instituted  the  idea  of  having  the  students  subscribe  a small  sum  of 
money  each  week  for  the  support  of  the  various  teams.  By  doing  this,  the 
subscriber  automatically  becomes  a member  of  the  Athletic  Association. 

The  first  meeting  was  held  after  school  Thursday,  April  2,  in  the  audi- 
torium. A large  number,  nearly  150,  attended  this  meeting.  Mr.  Wilson  pre- 
sided and  stated  that  it  was  necessary  to  elect  a president.  Daniel  Daugherty 
was  unanimously  elected  to  fill  this  office.  The  A.  A.  also  elected  Edward 
Canfield  to  manage  the  baseball  team  and  Daniel  Daugherty  was  elected  to 
the  position  of  track  manager.  The  other  offices  will  be  filled  in  the  near 
future.  After  a short  speech  by  the  newly,  elected  president,  the  meeting 
adjourned. 


BOYS’  INTERCLASS  GAME  RESULTS 

The  Juniors  defeated  the  Seniors  in  a one-sided  battle  and  the  Freshmen 
trounced  the  Sophomores  in  the  final  interclass  games  held  at  the  Memorial 
Grammar  School.  The  Juniors  by  defeating  the  Seniors  captured  the  inter- 
class championship  of  the  high  school. 


The  final  standing  of  the 

interclass  games  is  as  follows: 

Won 

Lost 

Pet. 

Juniors  

4 

0 

1.000 

Freshmen 

3 

1 

.750 

Seniors  

1 

3 

.250 

Sophomores  . . . 

0 

4 

.000 

MIDDY  BASKETBALL 

TEAM  DEFEATS 

PORT 

JERVIS  TEAM 

The  Middletown  High  School  basketball  team  was  victorious  in  a struggle 
with  the  Port  Jervis  High  School  team  by  a score  of  19-12  which  was  played 
before  a crowd  of  600  people  at  the  Memorial  Grammar  School. 

Our  team  retaliated  with  a vengeance  for  our  defeat  at  Port’s  hands 
earlier  in  the  season.  The  Middletown  students  were  over-joyed  at  the 
result,  forming  snake  dances  and  yelling  for  all  they  were  worth  long  after 
the  final  whistle  had  blown. 

Fred  Hawk  and  William  Doyle  were  the  outstanding  stars  of  this  game. 
The  former  registered  nine  points  while  the  latter  succeeded  in  ringing  up  6 
points. 


HAWK  NEW  BASKETBALL  CAPTAIN  FOR  1926 

Fred  Hawk  (“Shamby”)  was  elected  captain  of  the  basketball  team  for 
1926.  He  succeeds  “Rope  McQueen”  who  captained  this  year’s  quintet.  This 
is  the  second  year  that  “Shawby”  has  been  a member  of  the  varsity  and 
his  services  are  indispensable  to  the  team.  Fred  has  played  basketball  ever 
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since  he  was  “knee-high  to  a grasshopper  and  the  writer  can  distinctly  recall 
him  when  they  played  on  the  old  Junior  Holy  Name  basketball  team  several 
years  ago.  It  was  Fred  who  made  the  points  and  even  then  he  made  a 
great  impression  on  many  of  us.  Fred  is  a Sophomore  and,  by  the  way,  we 
wish  to  say  that  “Shawby”  undoubtedly  is  the  youngest  boy  ever  to  be 
elected  to  a captaincy  in  our  high  school. 


BAKER  HEADS  BASEBALL  TEAM 

Kenneth  Baker  (“Bake”)  was  elected  to  captain  this  year’s  baseball  team 
at  the  recent  election.  “Bake”  was  our  star  pitcher  on  last  year’s  nine  and 
pitched  fifteen  strikeouts  against  Port  Jervis.  Baker  is  an  all-round  athlete 
and  has  acquired  an  “M”  for  three  of  the  sports  and  only  needs  a letter  for 
track  to  enter  that  exclusive  circle  known  as  the  “four  letter  men.”  Baker 
before  attending  high  school  had  made  an  enviable  record  in  scout  circles. 
We  wish  to  congratulate  Captain  Baker  and  only  hope  that  he  will  have  the 
privilege  of  heading  a winning  team. 


TRACK 

The  track  candidates  have  been  called  out  and  many  are  practicing  at  the 
Fair  Grounds  as  well  as  at  Hayes  Field.  There  is  no  reason  whatsoever  why 
Middletown  should  not  turn  out  a winning  track  team  if  the  fellows  would 
only  practice  every  night. 

Lawrence  Tunney,  the  holder  of  the  440  yd.  record  at  Peekskill,  will 
captain  this  year’s  track  team. 

The  trac^  team  will  undoubtedly  be  entered  at  Peekskill  again  this  year 
and  at  Goshen.  We  are  confident  that  the  exhibition  of  the  track  team  at 
Goshen  last  year  will  not  be  repeated. 


THE  GIRLS’  ATHLETIC  NOTES 

A meeting  of  the  Girls’  Athletic  Association  was  held  March  3 in  Miss 
Farley’s  room.  The  election  of  officers  for  the  Spring  term  took  place.  The 
following  were  elected:  Genevieve  Craig,  president;  Grace  Holiday,  vice- 
president;  Marion  Brosman,  secretary;  Norma  Rogers,,  assistant  treasurer; 
Eleanor  Vogel,  publicity  officer;  Mary  Schmitt,  board  member. 

The  class  representatives  are:  Jeanne  Hollenbeck,  Senior;  Gertrude 
Schweiger,  Junior;  Aileen  Smith,  Sophomore;  Thelma  Raymond,  Freshman. 

The  following  girls  have  earned  their  school  letter:  Edith  Dailey,  Anna 
Iseman,  Louise  Loher,  Thelma  Raymond,  Mary  Schmitt,  Frances  Spitz,  Aileen 
Smith,  Anna  Smith,  Jennie  Mapes  and  Eleanor  Vogel. 

If  any  of  the  girls  who  are  not  taking  gym  wish  to  join  the  new  school 
athletic  association  in  which  they  pledge  themselves  to  pay  a certain  amount 
each  week  to  help  keep  up  the  sports,  they  should  see  Miss  Bull.  This  is  a 
splendid  opportunity  to  show  your  school  spirit! 

The  basketball  season  for  the  girls  ended  April  4,  with  a victory.  The 
girls  have  all  been  faithful  to  practice  and  have  certainly  tried  to  do  their 
best. 

The  scores  of  the  last  games  are  as  follows: 

Port  Jervis,  49;  Middies,  15. 

Port  Jervis,  33;  Middies,  22. 

Monticello,  27 ; Middies,  18. 

Alumni,  15;  Middies,  11. 

Ursuline,  14;  Middies,  30. 

We  wish  to  thank  all  the  students  who  have  supported  our  games  during 
the  season. 
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CAN  IT! 


Ladies  and  Gentlemen:  I now  introduce  to  you  a can  opener  that  can 
open  any  can  that  can  be  opened  by  a canopener.  If  this  canopener  can  not 
open  any  can  that  can  be  opened  by  a canopener,  please  return  this  can 
opener  and  you  will  receive  a can  opener  that  can  open  any  can  that  can 
be  opened  by  a can  opener. 

O W L 

“There  was  a little  lawyer  man 

Who  gently  smiled  as  he  began 

Her  dear  husband’s  will  to  scan;  • 

And,  thinking  of  his  coming  fee, 

He  said  to  her  quite  tenderly, 

‘You  have  a nice  fat  legacy.’ 

“Next  morning  as  he  lay  in  bed 
With  plasters  on  his  broken  head, 

He  wondered  what  in  heck  he’d  said.” 


O W- L 

A New  York  acquaintance  of  ours,  after  many  years  as  a happy  bachelor, 
found  himself  at  last  hooked  and  booked  for  matrimony.  Early  on  his  wed- 
ding day  a friend  met  him,  carrying  a wreath  tied  up  with  mourning  ribbons. 

“Good  heavens,  man,”  said  the  friend,  “I  thought  this  was  your  wedding 
day!” 

“So  it  is,”  was  the  glum  reply. 

“Then  what  on  earth  are  you  doing  with  that?” 

“Oh,  it’s  all  right,”  explained  the  bridegroom -elect.  “I’m  just  going  to  lay 
it  on  the  Statue  of  Liberty.” 

O W -L 

OUCH! 

“Do  you  think  young  people  should  be  trained  for  marriage?”  asked  Jones. 

“Certainly!  I always  have  been  opposed  to  sending  raw  troops  into 
battle,”  snapt  Mr.  Grouch.— -Cincinnati  Enquirer. 

O— W L 


Said  He:  “Pardon  me,  may  I have  this  dance?” 

Said  She:  “No,  I’m  too  danced  out.” 

Said  He  (a  trifle  deaf):  “You’re  not  too  damn  stout,  you’re  just 
pleasingly  plump.” 
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GRINDS-  - Continued 

Powdered  and  lip-sticked  she  was,  and  entirely  worthy  of  attention.  He 
touched  her  on  the  shoulder — moral  crusader  that  he  was — and  with  that 
winning,  condescending  smile,  he  said: 

“My  dear,  do  you  realize  the  doors  of  Paradise  are  closed  to  you?” 

And  then  with  a smile  equally  winning,  she  replied: 

“Well,  then,  let’s  try  some  other  cafe.” 

O W L 

The  wife  of  a man  who  had  enlisted  in  the  navy  handed  the  pastor  of  a 
church  the  following  note:  “Peter  Bowers,  having  gone  to  sea,  his  wife 
desires  the  prayers  of  the  congregation  for  his  safety.” 

The  minister  glanced  over  it  hurriedly  and  announced: 

“P.  Bowers,  having  gone  *to  see  his  wife  desires  the  prayers  of  the 
congregation  for  his  safety.” 


O W L 

A salesman  who  thought  to  have  a joke  on  a country  store  proprietor 
said,  “Can  you  supply  me  with  a yard  of  pork?” 

Si,  to  his  assistant:  “Give  this  gentleman  three  pig’s  feet.” 

O W L 

FIGURES  NEVER  LIE 

How  many  apples  did  Adam  and  Eve  eat?  They  say  Eve  ate  (8)  and 
Adam  ate  too  (2).  That  would  be  a total  of  ten  only. 

Now  we  figure  the  thing  out  differently,  and  thus:  Eve  ate  (8)  and 
Adam  ate  (8)  also — total,  sixteen. 

But  are  not  these  figures  entirely  wrong?  If  Eve  ate  (8)  and  Adam  ate 
too  (82),  certainly  the  total  was  ninety. 

Scientific  men,  however,  on  the  strength  of  the  theory  that  the  ante- 
diluvians were  giants,  reason  something  like  this:  Eve  ate  one  (81)  and 
Adam  ate  too  (82) — total,  163. 

Wrong  again.  It  is  very  clear  that  if  Eve  ate  one  (81)  and  Adam  ate 
one  too  (812),  the  total  was  893. 

O W L 

IN  PHYSICS  CLASS— A GOOD  REASON 

Stude:  Why  aren’t  both  our  eyes  the  same? 

Mr.  Nicholls:  Well,  are  both  your  feet  the  same? 

O W L 

STILL  LIVING? 

In  American  History  Class  after  reproducing  history  at  the  time  of  the 
Second  Continental  Congress.  Richard  Henry  Lee  had  just  made  a motion 
that  these  united  colonies  are  and  of  right  ought  to  be  free  and  independent 
states,  etc — 

Gordon  Curran — I second  that  motion. 

Miss  Powelson — And  who  are  you,  Gordon? 

G — I’m  William  Penn  of  Pennsylvania. 

P — Aren’t  you  rather  archaic,  you  founded  your  colony  115  years  ago? 

O W L 

THE  SEASONAL  AFFLICTION 

His  right  arm  was  thrust  sharply  forward,  while  his  left  was  twisted 
back  of  him.  His  whole  body,  from  the  waist  up,  twisted  spasmodically,  and 
the  expression  of  his  gaunt  face  changed  from  suspense  to  a painful  anxiety 
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GRINDS-  - Continued 

as  he  tensed  his  muscles  for  what  was  coming.  With  lips  drawn  to  a thin 
grim  line  of  determination,  his  shoulders  heaved  convulsively  in  rapid  suc- 
cession, and  persons  seated  at  nearby  tables  looked  at  him  with  sympathetic 
pity,  then  averted  their  eyes.  Bending  swiftly  over,  he  almost  pitched  for- 
ward on  his  face,  and  the  waiter  hurried  to  his  aid. 

But  it  was  too  late.  The  overcoat  was  on. 

O W L 

ON  THE  CONTINONG 

Waiter:  This  night,  sir  and  madame,  we  have  ze  pouding  English. 

Lady  Visitor:  What  pudding  is  it? 

Waiter:  I not  know,  madame  how  he  call  himself;  but  ze  uzzer  visitors 
English  who  have  eat  it  zey  call  it  “Beezlymuck.” — Punch. 


ATTABOY! 

Scout:  Ma,  how  old  is  that  lamp? 

Ma:  Oh,  about  three  years. 

Scout:  I think  I’ll  turn  it  down,  it’s  too  young  to  smoke. 

O W L 

DON’T  FALL  FOR  THIS 

Curiosity  is  a peculiar  thing  and  what  does  it  lead  to? 

•uA\.op  opisdn  oSud  am  Suiuani  o}  spuaj  asua  sim  U1 

O W L 

“I  saw  the  postman  switching  my  neighbor’s  hand  the  other  morning  and 
when  I asked  him  about  it  he  said  my  neighbor  was  taking  a correspondence 
course  and  he  was  punishing  him  for  not  doing  his  home  work.” 

O W L 

Miss  Abrams  to  J.  S.  in  Spanish  Class:  “Are  you  chewing  anything?” 

J.  S.:  “No,  m’am,  I am  all  finished.” 

O W L 

For  the  sake  of  advertising,  Mr.  Jones,  who  kept  a fishing  tackle  shop, 
had  a large  rod  hanging  outside  of  his  store  with  a large  wooden  fish  hanging 
at  the  end  of  the  line. 

One  morning,  along  about  3 o’clock,  a man  who  had  been  out  celebrating 
happened  to  pass  the  store  and,  seeing  the  fish  hanging  from  the  pole,  went 
to  the  door  of  the  store  and  knocked.  Presently,  Jones  stuck  his  head  out 
of  the  second- story  window  and  asked: 

“Who’s  there?” 

“Sh?  Don’t  make  any  noise,  but  come  down  as  fast  as  you  can,”  was 
the  reply. 

Jones  dressed  and  came  downstairs  as  quickly  as  he  could.  When  he 
reached  the  street,  he  asked: 

“What’s  the  matter?” 

Sh!  Pull  in  your  line  quick.  You’ve  got  a bite.” 


“And  how  soon  are  you  retired  in  the  air  service?” 

“Generally  after  about  two  years.” 

“Really?  And  what  are  you  retired  as — a colonel?” 

No — an  angel.”  • — Georgia  Yellow  Jacket. 
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GRINDS-  - Continued 

She — I’m  going  to  sell  kisses  at  the  Charity  Bazaar.  Do  you  think  $1 
each  is  too  high? 

He — Oh,  no.  People  expect  to  be  robbed  at  bazaars,  anyhow. 

„ — No.  Carolina  Buccaneer 

O W L 

EXPERT 

Lady  watching  a baseball  game:  Isn’t  he  a fine  pitcher.  He  always  hits 
their  bats  no  matter  where  they  hold  them. 

O W L 


Maude — “Why,  I wouldn’t  marry  you  if  you  were  the  only  man  in  the 
world ! ” 

Claude — “No,  I daresay  not.  You’d  be  in  my  harem.” 

O W L 

A PROBLEM  FOR  BLUEBEARD. 

Bluebeard  smiled  as  he  opened  the  closet  door  and  saw  the  bodies  of  his 
former  wives  hanging  by  their  gory  tresses.  'Then  he  snarled  as  he  took  a 
look  at  his  next  prospective  victim. 

“Curses!”  he  screamed.  “She’s  got  her  hair  bobbed!” 

O W L 

PRACTICAL. 

North — “So  you  wrote  a book  on  how  to  abolish  poverty?” 

West — “Yes.  It  was  the  only  way  I could  think  of.” 

O W L 

Jack — “Why  do  barbers  always  have  so  many  friends?” 

Sprartt — “They  are  always  ready  to  scrape  a new  acquaintance.” 

O W L 

TOOK  IT  TO  HEART. 

Wife — “Did  you  miss  your  train?” 

Husband— “Rather.  I didn’t  know  what  to  do  without  it.” 

O W L 

STORMY  SEAS. 

The  morning  felicitations  were  well  under  way. 

“I  wish  you’d  take  your  spoon  out  of  your  coffee  cup,”  she  said. 

“Why  should  you  care?”  the  surly  brute  demanded. 

“I  merely  wanted  you  to  have  plenty  of  room  when  you  dip  in  your  toast, 
dear!”  she  suggested  sweetly. 

O W L 

Kate — “I’ve  just  been  filing  Bill’s  old  love  letters.” 

Kat — “Were  they  as  rough  as  all  that?” 

— Michigan  Gargoyle. 


O W L 

The  Cutter — “How  in  the  world  did  you  manage  to  sell  that  suit  which 
turned  out  to  be  such  a terrible  misfit?” 

The  Clerk — “A  young  chap  thought  it  was* ‘collegiate.’” 
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GRINDS-  - Continued 

Irate  Parent — “Sir,  why  did  you  kiss  my  daughter  last  night  in  that  dark 
corner?” 

Flaming  Youth— “Now  that  I’ve  seen  her  in  the  light,  I sort  of  wonder 
myself.” 

— Brown  Jug. 

O W L 

Judge — “Have  you  anything  to  say,  prisoner,  before  sentence  is  passed 
upon  you?” 

Prisoner — “No,  your  lordship,  except  that  it  takes  very  little  to  please 

me.” 

— Answers. 

O W L 

A farmer  brought  some  products  to  Portland  and  sold  them.  He  thought 
“1  will  surprise  my  wife.”  He  bought  a suit  of  clothes,  a hat,  a pair  of  shoes 
and  put  them  under  the  seat. 

On  his  way*  home  he  stopper  at  the  river,  took  off  all  of  his  clothes  and 
threw  them  in.  Then  he  looked  under  the  seat  for  his  new  clothes — they 
were  gone. 

Finally  he  got  in  the  buggy  and  said:  “Get  up,  Maud,  we’ll  go  surprise 
her  anyhow.” 

O W L 

East — “So  your  telephone  company  failed,  and  the  receiver  turned  out  to 
be  crooked.  Hard  luck.  What  did  the  citizens  do?” 

West — “Oh,  just  hung  <up  the  receiver.” 
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WHAT  WE  THINK  OF  OTHERS. 

The  Inkwell,  Cape  May  H.  S.,  Cape  May,  N.  J. — A\  paper  complete  in.  every 
department.  The  alumni  notes  are  very  well  written. 

The  Tattler,  Ithaca  H.  S.,  Ithaca,  N.  Y. — We  are  glad1  to  have  the  “Tattler” 
on  our  exchange  list,  as  it  is  an  excellent  paper.  The  “comic”  number  was 
particularly  good. 

WHAT  OTHERS  THINK  OF  US., 

From  the  “Apology,”  Poughkeepsie,  N.  Y. — The  Owl,  Middletown,  H.  S., 
Middletown,  N.  Y.,  December— -the  literary  department  in  your  paper  is  very 
interesting.  You  should  try  to  make  the  class  and  athletic  notes  as  good. 
“Who’s  Who  in  M.  H(.  S.”  is  a clever  way  to  commend  exceptional  students. 

From  the  “Embler,”  Lewis  H.  S.,  Southington,  Conn. — The  Owl,  Middle- 
town,  H.  S.,  Middletown,  N.  Y. — Your  stories  and  jokes  are  good,  but  we  sug- 
gest that  you  give  more  space  to  athletics  and  school  notes. 

HINTS  FROM  OTHERS. 

Teacher — “What  is  an  engineer*?” 

Student — “Man  who  ran  an  engine.” 

Teacher — “Correct.  What  is  a pioneer?” 

Student — '“Man  that  tunes  a piano.” 

— “The  H.  S.  Panorama. 


Madeleine  was  scanning  in  Latin  Poetry,  marking  it  off  orally  into  feet. 
Miss  McGough  did  not  understand  how  Madeleine  scanned  it,  so  Madeleine 
asked:  “Shall  I put  the  line  on  the  board  and  put  my  feet  above  it?” 

— “The  Cyclone.” 


Short-sighted  Lady  (in  a grocery  store) — “Is  that  the  headcheese  over 
there.” 

Clerk — “No  ma'am,;  that’s  one  of  his  assistants.” 


Sunday  School  Teacher — “Bobby,  how  often  must  I tell  you  to  keep  your 
eyes  closed  during  prayer?” 

Bobby — “Yessum.  How  d’ye  know  I didn’t?” 

— “D.  F.  H.  S.  Observer.” 


’Tis  wrong  for  any  maid  to  be 
Abroad  at  night  alone 
A chaperon  she  must  have 

‘Till  she  can  call  some  chap-her-own 

—“The  Vindex.” 


It  takes  more  than  vaselined  hair  and  a barber-shop  manicure  to  make  you 
a polished  gentleman. 

You  are  well  dressed  when  no  one  can  remember  what  you  had  on. 

— “Hutchison.” 
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The  Middletown  Times-Press 

A newspaper  of  character,  integrity  and  enterprise, 
which  has  earned  the  confidence  of  all  who 
read  it. 

A daily  chronicle  of  world  events  which  will  help 
every  student. 

School  news  a feature. 

Special  prices  to  students  for  Engraved  Cards  and  Announcements 


We  Specialize  in 

High  Grade  Portraits 


The  MITCHELL  STUDIO 

6 East  Main  Street 


ICE  CREAM,  SODA  WATER, 

GINGER  ALE— POP! 

flIMbbletown  IRabto  Sbop 

ALWAYS  ON  TOP 

Wm.  E.  Dempsey,  ’24,  Phone  1365J,  174  West  Main  St. 
CHARACTER  TRAINING 

Every  Student  in  the  Public  Schools  Should  Have  a Savings  Account. 
There  is  no  Training  in  Character  Equal  to  the  Habit  of  Saving  Money. 


Deposits  Draw  Interest  From  First  of  Every  Month 


MIDDLETOWN  SAVINGS  BANK 

A BANK  OF  CHARACTER,  STRENGTH  AND  SERVICE 


PATRONIZE  “THE  OWL”  ADVERTISERS 
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THE  OWL 


j To  the  Boys  and  Girls  From  Crawford  Furniture  Co. 

I You  Don’t  Have  to  Sit  Up  “Owl”  Night  to  Discover  the  | 


! Best  Place  to  Buy  Furniture,  Rugs,  Stoves 

| In  Fact,  Anything  to  Furnish  Your  Home,  When  You 

Get  One 

CRAWFORD  BUILDING,  KING  STREET,  MIDDLETOWN,  N.  Y. 


I 


COLLEGIATE  SPRING 
SUITS 

As  Fashioned  By 
Fashion  Park 
and 

Stein  Block 


THE  CHAS.  WOLF  STORE 
Kassel  Bros. 


FOR  SCHOOL  GIRLS 


"BETTY  WALES” 
DRESSES  AND  COATS 
Sold  Exclusively 

TOMPKINS 

Phones  881~882 


SPORTING  GOODS 

FOR  WINTER  SPORTS 

FOOTBALLS  — BASKETBALLS  — SKATES 
SKIS  — FLEXIBLE  FLYERS  — GUNS 
ATHLETIC  SWEATERS 

Geo.  A.  Swalm  & Son  Co. 

18  North  Street 
The  WINCHESTER  Store 


PATRONIZE  "THE  OWL”  ADVERTISERS 
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ALEXANDER  STUDIO 

PORTRAITS 

COPYING  ENLARGING 

Developing — Printing 
For 

Amateurs 

Photo  Supplies,  Artist  Materials 
Picture  Frames 

PHONE  10  EMPIRE  BLOCK 

47-53  North  Street 


Compliments 
A.  J.  DUGHI 
4 North  St. 

Quality  Soda  and  Candies 


GALE’S  BAKERY 

Phone  2316,  &/z  Little  Ave. 

THiATS  THE  PLACE  TO 
Stop  Going  Home  From  High  School, 
For  a GOOD  Bite  to  EAT 
FRESH  EVERY  DAY 
Bread,  Cakes,  Pies  and1  Pastries 
Stop  and  See  Us  Free  Delivery 


ESTABLISHED  1843 

J.  N.  KELLOGG,  Agt. 

Agency  Tor 
RICHELIEU  BRAND 
Staple  and  Fancy  Groceries 

Battle  Creek  Sanitarium  Goods  and 
Chase  & Sanborn’s 
Teas  and  Cofees 

Phone  828  6-8  W.  Main  St. 


“Style  Plus  Value” 


“Quality  Plus  Service” 


PATRONIZE 

OUR 

ADVERTISERS 

Without  Them  This  “Owl” 
Would  Be  Impossible 


ART  AND  SCIENCE 
IN  FITTING  GLASSES 

I Take  Pride  in  My  Ability  to  Fit 
Glasses 

Science  Repairs  the  Damage 
Art  Preserves  the  Appearance 

H.  S.  SHORTER,  O.  D, 

OPTOMETRIST 


JOSEPH  MORREALE 
Tailor  to 

Ladies  and  Gentlemen 

CLEANING, 

PRESSING  AND  REPAIRING 

11  James  St. 
Middletown,  New  York 


Phone  409,  24  W.  Main  St. 


PATRONIZE  “THE  OWL"  ADVERTISERS 
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T H E OWL 


ALL  YOUR  TROUBLES 
ARE  SOLVED  HERE 


Headquarters  For 
High  School  Text  Books 


THE  L.  H.  BARLOW  CO., 
9 East  Main  St. 


G.  R.  KINNEY  CO., 

HEADQUARTERS  FOR  GYM  SHOES 
GIRL’S’,  $L19 

BOYS’  HEAVY  LOOSE  TOE  $1.98 

Save  Some  Money  and  So 
Strengthen  Your  Future 

DEPOSIT  THIS  MONEY  IN  OUR 
SPECIAL 

INTEREST  DEPARTMENT 
WHERE  IT  WILL  DRAW  4^>  PER- 
CENT. INTEREST 

Merchants  National  Bank 

Middletown,  N.  Y. 


JOHN  T.  OGDEN  & SON 
40  West  Main  Street 
HARNESS  and  BLANKETS 
Middletown,  New  York 


ROSKIN  BROS. 

SPORTSMEN’S 

PARADISE 

27  WEST  MAIN  ST. 
Open  Evenings 

STEVENS’ 

RADIO 
SUPPLY 
116  North  St. 

(Next  to  Masonic  Temple) 
COMPLETE  LINE  OF  RADIOS 
Nat.  Mazda  Lamps  Tel.  1833 


WHEN  SHE  SAYS 

“CANDY” 

To  You,  it  means  BELLE  MEAD 
SWEETS,  the  only  pure  Candy  made, 
and  they  are  sold  at 

TUTHILL’S  PHARMACY 

James,  cor.  King  Street- 


Established  1878 


STUDENT  CAMPUS 

SLICKERS 

FOR  GIRLS  AND  BOYS 
ALL  COLORS 


L.  STERN  COMPANY 


PATRONIZE  “THE  OWL”  ADVERTISERS 
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C mith'slce  Creai 

| ^^S^^^TheCream  of  Perfection" 

Smith  Sr  Clark  Company 

Middletown,  N.  Y.  Phone  805 


CARSON  & TOWNER  CO. 


Leaders  in 
DRESS 
GOODS 
AND 
SILKS 
Royal 
Worcester 
and 

Bon  Ton 
Corsets 
Carter’s 
Treo  Elastic 
Underwear 
Girdles 
and 

Onyx  Hosiery 

for 

Men,  Women, 
and  Children 


11  West  Main  St. 


Just  about  this  time  of  year  you 
begin  to  want  a new  hat. 

Maybe  seeing  the  girls  with  their 
Spring  Hats  the  past  few  weeks 
does  i<t. 

Our  new  MALLORY  HATS  for 
Spring  are  ready  any  time  you 
are. 

$3.50,  $4,  $5,  $6,  $7 

Tremper  & Herbert 

25  North  St. 


Phone  218 


DRINK 


ORANGE  CRUSH 
LEMON  CRUSH 
LIME  CRUSH 


Sweeneys  Beverages 

Every  Bottle  Sterilized 
Sweeney’s  Orange  Crush  Bottling  Company 


PATRONIZE  “THE  OWL”  ADVERTISERS 
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THE  OWL 


BE  WISE!  YOU  GIRLS  WHO  READ  THE  OWL 

Select  your  schoolday  apparel,  your  classday  fixings, 
your  graduation  needs,  and  wearables  for  all  High 
School  events,  at  the  Store  where  quality  counts — 
where  style  and  moderate  prices  prevail. 

J.  V.  DEMEREST  DRY  GOODS  CO. 

44-46  NORTH  ST.  MIDDLETOWN,  N.  Y. 


Pittston 

Coal 


S.  t LeRoy 

23  Railroad  Ave. 


We’ll  match  our  “clothes 
horse”  QUALITY  against 
all  comers ! 

Built  to  win! 


Phone  559 


LODER  & HERBISON, 

Opp.  City  Hall 


S XJ  C C K S S 

Consists  Not  so  Much  in  Sitting  Up  Nights  as  Being 
Awake  in  the  Daytime. 

A Bank  Account  Here  Indicates  You,  Are  Very  Much 

Awake 

A Dollar  Saved  is  the  Beginning 
A Dollar  Spent  is  the  End 
ORANGE  COUNTY  TRUST  COMPANY 

MIDDLETOWN,  N.  Y. 
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ORANGE  COUNTY  RADIO  SERVICE 

Paul  W.  Whitmore,  Prop. 
BROADCAST  RECEIVING  EQUIPMENT 
Guaranteed  Repairs 
And  Supplies 

21  King  St.,  Open  Evenings 


When  it  Comes  to  Real  Entertainment  You’!!  Find 

It  At  The 

Stratton  THMEMS 

The  Temple  and  Home  of  Amusement 

High  Class  Vaudeville — World's  Greatest 
Photoplays  and  New  York  Stage  Productions 


HANFORD  & HORTON  CO . 

S.  G.  SHIMER,  Pres. 

BOOKS,  STATIONERY,  TALKING  MACHINES 
RECORDS,  GIFTS,  RADIO  SETS 

6-8  NORTH  ST.  MIDDLETOWN,  N.  Y. 


HOLMES’  PHARMACY 
SODAS,  TOILET  ARTICLES 
SCHOOL  SUPPLIES 

200  North  St.,  Cor.  Wickham  Ave.  Phone  1745 

WATER  OUTFITS— LIGHTING  OUTFITS 
POULTRY  SUPPLIES 
SHERMAN-WILLIAMS  PAINTS 
at 

BUCK  BROS.  26-28 IV.  Main  St 


Wood  & Doty 

MEN’S  WEAR,  FRANKLIN  SQUARE 

SPECIALISTS 
in 

Clothing  and  Furnishings 

THAT  YOUNG  MEN  WEAR 
The  First  to  Show  the  Latest 
The  Home  of  Hart,  Schaffner  & Marx  Clothes 
Dobbs’  Hats  and  Caps 


TEACHER 
SAYS 

“There  Are  Two  Ways  to  Save  Money” 

By  Depositing  It  in 

SCHOOL  SAVINGS  BANKS  at  4 Percent  Interest 

or 

By  Buying  Your  Fountain  Pens  at 
MERMELL’S,  Less  50  Percent. 

ALL  14KT,  SOLID  GOLD  FOUNTAIN  PENS  SPECIALLY  AT  85c 

REGULAR  $250  SAVING  PRICE  $1.25 

REGULAR  $3.50  SAVING  PRICE  $1.75 

REGULAR  $5.00  SAVING  PRICE  $2.50 

REGULAR  $7.00  SAVING  PRICE  $3.50 

MERMELL’S — The  Leading  Jewelers 

“ON  THE  SQUARE” 


